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Tonight's show is in Chicago. 


Setting out, the new tour bus driver had expected the trip to take less than four hours but they've been on 
the road for six now and he's pretty sure that no one cares about Chicago, his sanity or the word ‘reasonable’ 


anymore. 


Six McDonalds. SIX fucking McDonalds he's been made to stop at so far, along with two Walgreens, four liquor 
stores, a tattoo parlour and a children’s playground so Slash could have a go on the swings while Steven made 


the others form an orderly queue for the slide. 


He keeps getting frantic radio communications from stressed out tour staff demanding to know where the fuck 
they are and how long more they'll be because sound check just won't do itself, dontcha know and could he 
please hurry the fuck up before Alan's stomach ulcer bursts and he dies and starts decomposing. 


He has tried explaining that chauffeuring a clearly certifiable drummer, three mentally deranged guitarists and 


one lead singer suffering from wild mood swings is akin to herding cats on acid but no one will listen 
"BURGER KING!" he hears chorused from the back. 

No. Just FUCK NO! He's not stopping. Not again 

"There is no Burger King!" he yells back, "you guys are having a mass hallucination!" 

Slash and Steven make an appearance in the driver's cabin. 

"Eddie, we gotta stop at the next pharmacy," Steven tells him with urgency. 

"My name, for the fiftieth time, is Henry, and why?" he replies tersely. 

"We need bear repellent and the last two places didn't have it," Slash explains unhelpfully. 

Henry blinks. Repeatedly. 


"For what reason?" he asks, knowing in his heart that this is a stupid question and will most likely get him a 
completely demented yet totally compelling response. 


"Duh!" shrugs Steven, "for the bears, man! What else?" 


Henry briefly wonders if perhaps the band thinks he's taking them to Yosemite National Park but then decides 
they couldn't possibly be that stupid Or wasted. 


Silly Henry! 


"Well, because the NFL team is called Chicago Bears, Steven thinks that bears freely roam the streets there 


and maul tourists. Hence the bear repellent," Slash explains more helpfully. 

"Steven is a fuckin’ halfwit," Axl announces as he joins them and takes the seat next to Henry. 
"Hey, George!" he greets cheerily, "are we nearly there yet?" 

"We're nowhere fuckin’ near," Henry answers wearily, "and it's Henry, ok?" 


"Sure thing, Andy!" Axl giggles and starts spinning around in his seat wildly before deciding to punch Steven in 
the stomach. 


"HARRY!" screeches Izzy, appearing in the doorway. "How the fuck are ya, man! How far out are we?" 


Henry risks a quick glance over his shoulder at the newcomer. 


"To be honest, | think you're so far out you're actually in another dimension," he mutters darkly before 


returning his eyes to the road. 


"You're funny, Harry!" Izzy titters, "I like youl" and then he roars, "DUFF! Get yer ass up here! Harry's bein 


hilarious and yer missing it! 
‘I'm coming!" Duff yells back and staggers in. 


"Thought you did that twice already!" Slash cackles as Izzy grins proudly, wraps an arm around Duff's waist 
and says, "Oh yes, he did!" 


Axl looks appalled and then tears form in his eyes. 

"You two are so beautiful together!" he gushes, "and so disgusting!" 

"Fuck off," Izzy huffs accusingly, “at least | don't stick my hand down his pants when we're on stage!" 

Slash blushes furiously and glares at Axl who is regarding him with an amused expression 

"Leave off, Rosebud," he mutters in embarrassment, "| don't need this shit in front of the new driver!" 
"Besides bear repellent, l'm also gonna need earplugs," Steven announces, looking slightly green about the gills. 
Henry is bug-eyed, cockeared and thinks that maybe he's also entered the other dimension 

"Are you guys seriously screwing each other?" he asks. 

"Got a problem with that, Danny?" Duff enquires with a dangerous edge to his tone. 

"No. No problem. And for the last fucking time, it's Henry. HEN R Y. Got that?" Henry screams and then 
continues, "Here's the deal guys, so listen up! There are NO bears in Chicago so we are not stopping at any 
more pharmacies. Or tattoo parlours. We're also not stopping for more alcohol, snacks, flowers, eggs, fruit, 
furniture, stationery or any other shit you idiots can think of! Get back to your seats and leave me the fuck 
alone until we get to Chicago!" 

The radio suddenly crackles into life. 


"WHERE THE FUCK ARE YOU?" comes Alan's frazzled voice. 


Henry picks up the mic. 


"If you call me one more time, | swear to Snagglepuss, | will fuckin’ immolate you as soon as we get to 


Chicago!" he screeches and hangs up. 


The boys leave him to it. 


"Well, looks like Henry's a keeper!" Duff declares as they take their seats and start getting drunk all over again, 
"but why did | think his name was Danny?" 


